The spaces between things 1. You tell me you came to prose later than poetry I measure myself against your histories Find myself a "she" in your poem knowing the violence of that for the first time again 2. We walk as far into winter as possible grey wool nervous at your side Here is my inability to start a new poem in the face of your aesthetic Bright light of December across you I want to see every pore praise this season for exposing you your longness asymmetry and thin 3. This is a cautious approach your hand on mine at the reading noticing your teeth you know about the spaces between things I can tell. It's in your writing.
